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THANKSGIVING

CREATIVE READING

Turkey Day is coming again—if the price of turkey doesn’t soar too high. Cranberry sauce will go
well with that delicious fowl. The combination will
mean “Thanksgiving” for many folks in the good
old U.S. A.
But do not be so fowl-minded! Look deeper into
the true meaning of the day.
Can you look back and review a year well spent,
in which you made the little world about youalittle brighter? Did you hush your heart aches and
carry your cross cheerfully? Did you lift burdens
of others to your shoulders and carry manfully on?
Did you bless God daily for giving you the manhood to brush away tears of discouragement, for the
strength to stand up when tempted to fall down?
If you can give a good report of yourself, thank
God!
“Thanksgiving Day,” a day on which to thank
God for His many graces bestowed upon you during the past year—temporal and spiritual!
Yes, there is a depression! But have you really
suffered—when you look about you and compare
your lot with that of others? Then why be depressed? There’s been no depression for you?
Thank Godfor that!
But have you created a depression by your haughty,
selfish ways? Have you made the skies darker, the
horizons barren, and the earth colder by your presence? You can’t thank God for that!—B. W.

Creative reading is an art that must be cultivated.
Once we recognize this fact, the question of what to
read becomes an issue with us. In choosing the
best, we can acquaint ourselves with the great authors—travelers, scientists, etc.

What a wealth of information and knowledge are
contained in a good book! In the reading of a biography, the intimate details of a person’s life are set

forth. Good fiction is a panacea for the tired mind.
It brings romance to one’s own fireside.
One cannot cultivate the love of reading over
night. It must be acquired naturally by seeking the
society of those who read, by attending lectures,
and by living in the environment of good books.

A home without books can be compared to a
desert waste.

No verdure or refreshing stream ex-

ists therein.

A collection of good books is like a

treasure chest.

It contains the literary jewels of

the past and the present.

A self-selected library

portrays, book by book, the owner’s personality and

his mental progress.

An uncultivated mind can be likened to a darkened house. As the blinds are raised, one by one,
the interior is flooded with light. So it is with the
mind of the reader. Each good book one reads
opens up a new vista, and the light of knowledge
permeates the intellect. The reader’s perceptive
powers grow measurably, thus giving him a keener
understanding of human nature, of the arts and sciences, and of other fields of knowledge to which his

fancy follows.—B. H. $.
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HER WORK IS DONE
Amanda Hapburn was dead! Nature seemed to
bemoan the fact, for the sky hung heavy with
clouds. No ray of sunshine penetrated the gloomy
atmosphere of the room in which she lay.
Amanda Hapburn was dead! An obituary to be
written, a grave to be dug, a few tears to be shed,

and Amanda would be forgotten.
But there is one who won’t forget Amanda—her
brother Jim. She had raised him since babyhood.
Old Mrs. Willit, her neighbor, won’t forget her.
Hardly a day had passed that Amanda hadn't
brought her something—a bowl of soup, a slice of
cake. Old Tom, her cat, will miss his daily saucer
of milk; and the birds, the scattered crumbs around

her doorstep. The flowers in her garden will wither,
and at night the cheery lamp in her parlor window
will no longer cast a friendly glow.
Amanda Hapburn, spinster, was dead! She’d lived
a simple life. Her plain gaunt face, now lined with
age, has a peaceful serenity about it. Her toilworn
hands lie folded upon her breast. Amanda’s work is
done !—B. H. S.
THE CAUSE OF CRIME
The omission of religion in the public schools is
cited as a major factor in the increase of crime in
the United States by Miss Mary C. McSwiney, a
teacher in the Continuation School of Boston.
Miss McSwiney appeals for the teaching of religious principles in the public schools, declaring that
without religious instruction it is impossible to
make moral training effective.
She says that it was “perhaps fear of destroying
the fine flower of tolerance through sectarian conflicts in the public schools”, that Horace Mann, about
1840, abolished the teaching of religion as part of
the curriculum” of the public schools. This plan,
Miss McSwiney writes, was successful for a time,
since the teaching body was made up of God-fearing men and women, who being impregnated with
the theistic spirit, inspired it indirectly in their pupils. But with the weakening of family influence,
she adds, “in vast numbers of homes religious instruction ceased entirely.
“Children are shrewd enough,” she goes on, “to
realize that whatever is omitted must be unimportant. When religion is omitted from both home and
school, they become doubly convinced that it is un-

important.
“With public schools, of which to-day all training seems to be shunted, forbidden by statute to
teach religion”, she concludes, “America is to-day

FLOTSAM

Flotsam: good shipwrecked and found floating at sea.
In real life, a human soul is tossed into the sea

and cast up by tidal waves on strange shores. That's
what makes life so sad—the lonesomeness of being
a piece of human flotsam!
Sometimes—somewhere—a piece of flotsam is
picked up. Sometimes—somewhere—human flotsam is lifted out of the wreckage to a place of honor
and trust. Can human flotsam forget its dreary
days and darksome nights after tempest-tost years.
Will not the buffetings leave their scars?—B. W.
*

*

It is not easy to keep young minds clean as it
once was. The circulation of reading matter by the
ton, and the universality of the picture screen have
carried moral sewage everywhere—The Casket.
2K

*

*

As the German people continue to be exhorted to
buy substitute paper clothes and fats and grains,
it may occur to them that they are also being invited to live on substitute ideas and creeds. The
replacement of Christianity by Wotanism will strike
them as being on a par with replacement of real
bread by make-believe bread—.\. Y. Times.
*
*
x
“Might makes right.” Such seems to be the logic
of those responsible for the year’s most popular fad,
the strike. It is significant that this horrible fallacy, that was basic in the World War and that still
dominates European governments to-day, has been
taken for granted by both capital and labor in their
relations with one another. Significant, too, is the
fact that many of our universities pay good salaries
to professors for teaching the ideas in any one of
its many forms. Stranger still is the fact that some
of the men who dignified the idea by calling it a
philosophy, spent most of their days in insane asylums.—Catholie Citizen.
Perhaps the most serious social and ethical problem facing us to-day is the breakdown of family life.

Apart from divorce with its ruinous trail of broken
homes, we have the lamentable fact of the decay of

home life. The so-called emancipation of woman
and her emergence from the home-circle into our
complex industrial life, have raised problems that
have as yet received no adequate solution. Amusement and recreation are sought now away from the
home. Mothers who are not constrained to work
when they can find occupation, have enmeshed
themselves in a net of social functions and obligations that are equally destructive of home life.

De-

facing inundation by a wave of atheism and degeneracy, and with the coming of barbarism the toler-

spite all our modern emphasis upon music and

entirely. So goes the vicious circle.”

The Tidings.

ance that Horace Mann so cherished will be lost
Page four

cultural training, the modern family tends to be
more and more insufficient to itself culturally
—

A Southern Rhapsody
e By Isabel Hosey
Here is a fragrant fantasy of the sunny South that is redolent of magnolia.
blossoms. The fantasy changes to a
rhapsody as the two sisters sing their
songs of love as magnolia blossoms
are falling fast from southern skies.

something for yourself.”
To this, her southern sister would sit up—take

notice. Her servants were her own. She was jealous of them. They were her only interest.
“You do not understand, it seems,” she would re-

:

HE North and the anti-bellum South always
seemed to me like two sisters living amicably
in the same town.
The North was the younger of the two. She lived
in a small modern apartment uptown. She was—
what may be termed—“a go-getter.”
She juggled stocks and bonds until they doubled
their value.

She was rich, independent, a self-made

woman. She always wore heavy tweeds and flatheeled brogans. She read Dickens and the Jail
Street Journal.
The elder sister made her home in the southern
part of the town—the older section. Her great
house — needing repairs—- was a rambling affair
graced with tall white pillars. Huge magnolia trees
bloomed in her front yard.
This southern sister—who lived in this old house
—was charming, lively, witty. She entertained
lavishly. Her Tuesdays were events. Her garden
parties were endless delights. She was a romantic
figure, surrounded by a retinue of negro servants,

riding horses, hunting dogs. She always wore tea
gowns and old lace. She read Scott and Godey’s
Ladies Book.
No two sisters could be more different. The masculine, efficient sister of the North loved her elder
sister of the South.

She admired her charm, her

race, her delightfully warm hospitality. She was
proud of her, often taking her friends to call. She
was, however, annoyed at the utter lack of interest
her sister took in financial matters. Sometimes she

would try to talk to her.
“It’s none of my concern, really, but aren’t you a
little extravagant?”
To this her southern sister would shrug her pretty shoulders with an air of utter indifference.
“Aren’t you spending too much money, my dear?
Aren’t you allowing your investments to dwindle?”
Again her southern sister would breathe one of
her slow, most enchanting smiles.
“And your servants”——she would go on biohilyse
you should get rid of them. You really ought to do

ply. “I simply could not do without them. I would
be lost were they taken from me.”
“But,” the younger sister would retort, “couldn’t

you help them in some way? Educate them? Give
them some advantages ?”
“How little you know about the negro,” the elder
sister would smile. “They are contented as they
are. They will do anything for me—anything! You
see, they love me. Anyway, keep them in the shade
and they will be useful. Give them too many advantages and they will leave.”
“There is talk about them, you know—uptown.”
“Talk?” she would answer. She was vitally alive.
“Yes! A woman across the river is saying some
rather pointed things about you and your nee “Do I know this woman?”
“No!”
“Then how does she know what I do, and how I
handle my negroes? But, by the way, who is this
woman who is talking about me?”
“Her name, my dear sister of the South, is Harriet Beecher Stowe!”
A flash of lightning and a boom of thunder from |
the summer sky forced the two sisters to part and
hasten to their respective homes. A storm was indeed coming!
:
ok

*

ok

*

The Old South has disappeared.

*K

To-dayshe is

less romantic, less charming, less individual. She
has become industrial. After her old house was

torn down, she moved into town. She, now like her.
northern sister, controls great industries, railroads,
huge sums of money.

Sometimes this sister of the Saute dreams of life
as it used to be.

She remembers when she was

young and beautiful and romantic. She recalls—
sadly—the life of ease, the life of happiness, the life
of charm that once was hers. She is no longer bitter; she no longer hates.

But sometimes she smiles,

with a tinge of pathos, as she daydreams through
the years to the Old South as it used to be—with
magnolia blossoms falling fast on verdant lawns.
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Symphony—or Cacophony
e By M. J. Hillenbrand
Now that “The Fair” is over, let us

take a “look-see”’ at Chicago itself.
The author is a native of “The Windy
City.” He will take us on a slumming
tour and point out the interesting
sights.

|

O the average American the popular synonym
for Chicago is gangster. He forgets that the
:
average Chicagoan is not a gangster, but a unit of
the life which the city represents—life in all its
teeming complexities, its shadows and halos, its

symphony of four million players; and he fails to
comprehend that the essence, the heart, the very
poetic being of the Chicagoan is his city, epitomizing humanity, phantasmagorically swelling and
thrilling to ubiquitous flux and movement.
From the filthiest squalor of a misery-laden slum
district to the massiveness of the millionaire Gold
Coast, Chicago is always emotional—happy, sad,
but never dull. The city’s tongue speaks many
languages. To hear them, to analyze them, to feel
the value of each individual soul is to know Chicago, not as Walt Whitman saw New York—the
vast symbol of the aggregate power of man which

in time would accomplish all—but as composed of
humans, living a personal life full of frailties and
glories.
Search into the heart of the south side, where the
black man has built a unique civilization. His home
is a half-breed tenement house, attached to a sag-

ging porch that balances like a crow’s nest on a
rotten worm-eaten pillar. His car is a hybrid conglomeration of scraps salvaged from twenty junk
yards, bouncing along
— perpetually clanking and
groaning. His clothes flash in a rainbow of striped
pants, speckled shirt, and orchid jazzbow. They
scream gayety, and this might flash his entire out-

look on life, for at Thirty-fifth and State—the center of Chicago’s Harlem—smiles are as plentiful as
weeds. Though his next meal depends on the whim
of a dirty-shoed white man, he thinks of his last
hamburger. He is not irresponsible, because he has
a different notion of responsibility.
Travel deep into the slums at night, behind the

Stock Yards or -along Halstead and Eighteenth—
where people live like animals and still remain hu-
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man—where dirt, misery, starvation, and suffering
become commonplace; where the communist finds

his fodder and the capitalist his pawn. Cellars, too
dank for rats, house straggling families. An old
shed becomes a bedroom. Asilent, living silhouette
skims through the dark. This city is quiet—except
for an intermittent moan—sick, sorrowful, yet it is

alive; and those stinking sties grovel no swine,
but thinking, suffering, hopeful beings. Even in
this great open sore on her face, Chicago is not virulently noxious but appealing to the sympathy and
charity of man.
Then, hasten northward to the Bug House Square
—mecca of radicals and soapbox orators—overshadowed by the huge bulk of the Newberry Library, haunt of scholars. A ranting, wildly gesticulating maniac—with scintillating eyes and a mushy
Russian accent—is haranguing a mob of shifting

hoboes, hangers-on, and communists. Some audittors—elderly unemployed—are intense, excited, absorbing every syllable, rising to empyrean heights
of socialistic bliss, while they vow revenge against
the moneyed people in boiling rage. The spirit of
class war foments and seethes and sizzles out that
night in heaving bricks through department-store
windows, and then slinking away home.
Other curious onlookers, smiling at the speaker’s
dramatic gusto, stroll about the edges of the crowd,

while a few dubiously shake their heads and wonder what the world is coming to—sporadically jerking after each new blasphemy against the Constitution. The hoboes to whom this place is bedroom,
parlor, and theater, mill about, frankly bored, for

they have heard better speakers.
And grouped about the stand, gazing up with unconcealed adulation, stand the students from high
schools and colleges. To them this is vital, paramount. Their idealism, distorted and swollen, yet
still idealism, yearns to win the world to communism. ‘To-morrow, following a wild protest march,

they: will be clamoring at the City Hall, hoarsely
but enthusiastically singing the “Internationale.”
Perhaps the lone thinker leaning against the oak,
which throws gossamer flickerings on the mob by
straining the moonlight, ponders and sighs that this
youthful zeal, this animation, this boundless hope, -

this virus toward action could not be fed by more
than a meretricious doctrine, that reduced to its

elements banishes all hope and all reason for action.
Musingly stroll away and head for the lake, eastward, from which already moist, cool breezes are

blowing, and on to the Gold Coast of gloomy mansions that stand like hills, the settlement of capital

almost within earshot of the Red center. The medieval replica, built by meat-packing millions of
Potter-Palmer, looms with its myriad turrets and
spires. Its red-stone walls catch the headlight glare
of passing silent limousines, and sporadically burst
into a dull flame—dark and rich and soft—like the
texture of a Persian carpet. A gentle lake surf
slaps against the embankment, as the water to the
south softly reflects the streaming lights of the
Loop in an opaque haze. Yet this section seems far
remote from the pulse of the city—a part of it but
aloof, aristocratic—owning a distinctive charm. The
hurly-burly, the rush, the roar, the swelling and

throbbing tempo of the screeching brakes, clanging

bells, shuffling feet, strained voices echo only ever
so faintly with a kind of distant mellowness that

unites all the discordancy into a flowing undertone. Time passes quickly here.

The cars thin out

and ooze away completely. Even the waves quiet
to ripples, as scattered lights fade—and all is still.
Visit Maxwell Street—the Hebrew market place
—on a boom day, Sunday, following the sabbath.
Jamming, shoving, shouting, a heterogeneous mass
of vendors, buyers, and curious sight-seers completely stuff a four-block area, which at both ends
occasionally bulges and momentarily cracks as a
disheveled bargain-hunter—piled high with newspaper-wrapped bundles—staggers out. A terrific stink
of fish hangs over the entire bazaar, converging in
the fish markets in the center, where a thin haze

exudes from the exhibits—some of them probably
snared when Moses rolled back the Red Sea. Everywhere is flamboyant mad color. Clothing stalls fes-

toon their fronts with green and blue suits; haberdashers string out blazing lines of scarlet ties and
socks. A lurking salesman snares an unwary visitor and hauls him into a tiny shop, from which—
after wild assertions, frantic protests, and a briefer

stillness—the victim staggers out with an aestheticmurdering suit dangling from a limp arm, sweat
streaming from his face, and a smear of a sheepish
grin on a wry face. Incessantly the jibbering and
chattering and howling mount in volume, Lollipops, green coats, red balloons, orchid shirts, bicycles, trout, all register confusedly on the mind.

It

is time to leave for a more sedate Chicago.
Go down to Twenty-second and Wentworth—
heart of Chinatown—with its oriental glamour and

mystery and tong wars. In choppy steps, Chinamen patter up and down, while in front of a curio
shop sprawls a roly-poly mandarin, who beamingly
watches his world go by as he puffs wheezingly at
an old corncob pipe. Muffled by a thick tapestry, a
gong sounds softly from within a temple. Faint
wisps of incense seep through the crack in a bolted
door, subtly tickling the nostrils with a pungent
odor, while visions of weird esoteric rites halt the
Occidental. Scarcely audible, the piping strain of a
strange instrument suffuses the mental background.
It swells, and with a curiously paradoxical, rhythmic cacophony fades slowly away. The bolt lifts
and the door swings open, and two Chinamen—arrayed not in the flowing, highly delineated robes of
pagan priests,, but in tuxedoes—dash out and into
a cab which has just slid to the curb. Eastern
glamour dies by the sword of western custom,
which though it cannot change the race, can certainly modify the living of that race.
Then lastly, walk to Grant Park, along the lake
at night, and look at the Chicago skyline—the culmination of a city’s glory—which drowns the shadows and darkness of its seamier side, which epito-

mizes the higher ideals of Chicago, which forgets
the common drabness of lives and remembers the
infinite value of each life.
For five miles, illuminated skyscrapers lining
Michigan Boulevard stand like the front row of a
phalanx, hiding the massiveness of the Chicago
Loop behind. A million first-magnitude stars blaze
to the west. ‘T'o the north—stretching a mile into
the lake—are more stars strung in a line on Navy

Pier, while directly in Grant Park, Buckingham

Fountain sprays green, red, and violet mist far into
the sky. To the east, boat lights flicker and twinkle. The air is charged with beauty. All is harmony in this magnificence of the night, and man’s
monument to man—to his soul!
All these glimpses of the city—they are the city.
Life flows in four million channels, yet in a sense
they all converge. But Chicago is no symbol for
an all-pervading super-soul, but a symbol of individual souls who are alike only in the unity of their
nature, and so otherwise unlike that the city sees
the continuous expression of the most varied, the
most diverse phases of life, life that spells homesickness to the native Chicagoan who leaves the
city of his dreams.
x
*
*
*
*
*
“T turn once more to those who sneer at this, my
city, and I give them back the sneer and say to
them: Come and show to me another city with
lifted head, singing so proud to be alive and coarse
and strong and cunning.’-—Carl Sandburg.
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| Saw Whistler's Mother
¢ By Beatrice H. Schneble
The great masterpiece by Whistler—a
miulion-dollar painting, it was called—
was exhtbited at the local Art Institute. The writer gives us a true story
that ts linked up with the masterpiece.
It ts charmingly told.

[ve great painting had arrived—its value a
million dollars. The Art Institute was all
abustle with excitement. Elaborate preparations
had been made for its reception in Gallery “A.”
The great painting was hung in splendor against
the south wall, and an armed guard stood before
it night and day. A rail was placed around the
painting, and anyone who passed beyond it broke

the contact of the invisible eye, an electric ray that
sounded a series of alarms throughout the building.
All Sunday afternoon the gallery was crowded
with visitors. At closing time the crowd began to
disperse.
‘A little old woman in black wormed her way
through the crowd, entered the children’s room, and

Then a smile played about her mouth. At last,
after having made the rounds of the building, she
had found the great masterpiece. Reverently she

stood beofre it.

She sat down on the bench, un-

consciously assuming the pose of the lady in the
picture.
Suddenly she leaned forward. Were her eyes deceiving her? She fumbled in her purse for her spectacles and adjusted them. She got up and leaned
against the rail, and gazed intently at the lower of
the picture. Yes, she was right. It was a cobweb.
The little old woman bent her back, stooped under
the rail, and reached a black gloved hand toward

the picture.
Instantly the building was in an uproar. Alarms
sounded everywhere and the guard came scurrying

into the room. Graciously, the little old woman
pointed to the black wire stretched diagonally
across the lower end of the painting, its end buried

in the box containing the invisible eye.
“T tried to brush the cobweb away,” she offered
in explanation.
The crowd pressed around her. The little old
woman searched their faces in wonder. She could

eased her tired body into the vacant chair that stood
before the parrot’s cage. The antics of the bird
amused her, and she began talking to it in a thin,
high treble. The parrot remained stolid to her en-

‘realizing that the sudden gathering of these aston-

treaty of “Polly want a cracker?” The bird’s silence

ished people were of no concern to her, she walked

bothered her none, for she was stone deaf.
The little old woman finally became aware of the

sedately out of the room.
The little old woman passed before the door of
the children’s room and stopped. An excited parrot
was dancing up and down the length of his perch.
She went over to him and shook her finger.

fact that she was alone in the room.

started toward the door.

Irresolute, she

The parrot blinked his

eyes, flapped his wings, and screamed a raucous

good-bye.
The little old woman stood in the corridor, un-

determined in which direction to turn. Gallery “A”’

not understand a word that was being said.

As if

“IT saw Whistler’s Mother,” she cackled.

The bird cocked his head.
“Awrk—awrk—Whistle mother,” he squawked,

at one end was brilliantly lighted, and she made her

and emitted a loud trill.

way toward it. The room was empty, the guard
having stepped out for a moment.

The little old woman, nodding her head as if she
understood, toddled out of the building muttering

Perplexed, the little old woman looked about.
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contentedly to herself.

e By Bob Wharton
The diary of Crazy Ike reveals the
story of his strange adventures in
France. He wanders into haunted castles, and is chained in a dungeon in his
supreme efforts to find the sacred object of his quest.
66

H URRY up, Jim! Let’s go read Crazy Ike’s
diary. I thought philosophy class would
never let out!” yelled Pete Hurst to his friend Jim
Masters as they both dashed down the stairs.
“You go get the puppy, Pete,” cried Jim in answer to Pete’s shout, “and Ill run up to our room
to get the diary and meet you at the east end of
the stadium.”

“All right,” shouted Pete over his shoulder as
he ran.
A short time later the boys met at the opening
in the tall fence that surrounded the great stadium.
Jim had the diary under his arm, and Pete held the
little black puppy cradled in his arms.
Pete sat down on one of the benches and carefully placed the fat little puppy down on its short
fat feet. It looked up questioningly at Pete’s face,
wagged its stumpy tail, and waddled away on uncertain feet.
Jim sat beside Pete and they opened the diary
with fingers trembling with eagerness.
“Here it is, Jim!” cried Pete with an excited
gesture, as he turned to the page marked “The
Quest.”
Jim marked the place with a forefinger and the
boys began to read:
“There came a time after my great preparation
when I was adjudged ready for the great quest. 1
was first sent to England, where I spent much time
going through old records and letters hunting some
allusion to that thing which I sought.
“It was in France that I eventually stumbled
upon a clue in an old letter almost destroyed by
the ravages of time. However, it was something to
work upon, and I gladly started to run the clue to
earth.
“The thing which I sought was not actually
named in the letter, yet I had a hunch that I was
on the right trail. The letter told of a cult of men
who guarded a sacred object brought back from the
Holy Land by a crusader. This group of men be-

lieved that the sacred relic possessed wonderful
qualities. They believed that mere contact cured
all forms of sickness, and that wishes made by deserving people would come true if made when
touching that object.
is
“The letter was written long centuries ago, and
the language and writing was hard to decipher, yet

it told of a great castle off the coast of France
which was accessible only at low tide.
“TI explored the entire coast of France, finding
only six castles that answered the meager description in the letter. I had examined perhaps four of
these, and the things that I found would fill many
books of adventure, and the curios I ran across
would have sent many collectors into ectasy.
“Finally I came to one that sat far out into the
water. I waited until the tide was low, and then
started carefully out over the damp sand.
|
“Once or twice I stopped, thinking that the
ground was moving beneath me. I stopped dead in
my tracks as I perceived a peculiar bubbling effect

in the sand before me. I felt soft sand close over
my feet, and with a startled cry I turned and ran
back. Quicksand!

“Back safe on dry land, I sat down to think things
over, while my heart pumped away like mad because of my narrow escape. There was only one
thing to do. I would have to obtain a small boat
and trust to luck for a way of entrance into the
castle.

“I waited until morning, and then rowed over to
the castle where I found tht it was surrounded by a
large expanse of land.
“T pulled the small boat up on land, and then ap-

proached the great castle. With great difficulty I
managed to climb over the gate.
“T went straight to the entrance of the castle, and
my surprise was great as I saw that it was open.
“Without hesitation I entered and made a cur-

sory examination of the ground floor of the castle.

I then went down the first steps I came to, and I
noticed particularly that the great stone steps were
deeply worn as if many feet had continuously used
the stairs.
,
“It was somewhat dark below the ground floor,

and I walked hesitantly during the time that my
eyes were becoming accustomed to the gloom.
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“T stepped from the stairs into a great room, and
my heart seemingly stopped beating as a whispering sound as of many voices came to my ears. Objects in the room began to take shape as my eyes
gradually became accustomed to the semi-darkness,
and I felt a great unreasoning fear.as I found that
I was in a room filled with kneeling men.
“I turned to flee, but my presence had been discovered, and I felt hands from all directions grasp-

ing me. I struck out at my assailants, but it was
hopeless and I was quickly overpowered and led
into a lighted room.
“One gray-bearded, gentle looking old man
looked intently into my blinking eyes, and then
asked:

‘What do youwant here, stranger?’

“T looked into his face and decided that perhaps
the truth would be best, so I blurted out: ‘I seek
THE HOLY GRAIL, venerable father.’
“I saw surprise written on every face staring at
me, and I felt the hands holding me relax.
“‘Ts there a traitor in our midst? breathed the
old gray-beard, staring into my face. ‘How else
could anyone know what we have guarded and
held sacred in our trust for nearly a thousand years?’
“T felt my very heart leap within me, and before
I could control myself I cried: ‘Then the Holy
Grail zs here!’
“The group about me stood silent and undecided,
and then I heard the gray-beard say in ominously
quiet tones: ‘We must decide this matter ‘before a

grand assembly immediately.’
“They bound my hands securely and took me into
a great room filled with silent and watchful men.
I was led to the front of the room and forced to
confront the lowering faces.
“The gray-beard then addressed his fellows in a
solemn voice.
“ ‘Guardians of The Sacred Relic, we face a seri-

ous problem. We must find how this man discovered that we possess the Holy Grail, and we must
see that it can never happen again. We must also
slay this man who threatens our very existence.’
“I had been thinking furiously during the graybeard’s speech, and seeing a chance to save my life,
I raised my arm high and cried:
“Wait! You say that you wish to find out how
I discovered that the Holy Grail was here, and that
you must see that no other can ever find you. If I
tell you how I discovered that the Holy Grail was
here, and how you can destroy the clue which led

you will be allowed to live, but you will be forced

to live the rest of your life imprisoned in this castle.’
“I thought the matter over carefully, and then

shrugging my shoulders, I accepted his ultimatum.
I told him how I had discovered the old letter in the
French museum and had discovered the castle.

“T was then taken down into a dungeon, where
I was chained to the wall.
“Nearly three years passed, and I would have
most assuredly gone insane had | not busied myself
every day in an effort to escape.
“Every day I had dug into the wall with the
great links of the chain that held me. The links of
the chain became thinner and the hole in the wall
greater, until one wonderful day a link in the chain
was worn through.

“Trembling, I set feverishly to work on the hole
in the wall. I dared not think that on the other
side there could be another dungeon. I prayed to
heaven that on the other side of the ‘wall there
would be a sandy beach, with a bright sun shining
down, and a warm breeze blowing that would warm

my whiskered face which had been a stranger to
the sunshine for nearly three years.
“Shortly after, I broke through the wall, and as

I clambered through, a ray of light struck me on
the face, and I stumbled on with tearserceie3 down

my cheeks.
et tee OA last I’m going to be free! free!
Oh, Christ, give me sunlight and air!’
“Then my streaming eyes saw the source of the
ray of light, and witha little cry, I staggered towards a richly adorned altar that held a radiantly
glowing cup, or chalice.
“Realizing that it was the Holy Grail, I gave a
great cry of mingled wonder and joy and worship

as I clasped the cup with trembling hands. Emotionally exhausted, I slowly sank to my knees as I
heard dimly the fall of footsteps.
“As my knees touched the ground, I raised my
eyes expecting to see the angry startled face of the
guard. Instead, I stared into blue sky, and I found
myself suddenly transposed to a sunny beach, with
my knees pressed into the warm sand, and with the
hot sun beating down on my emaciated face, while
a warm breeze caressed me.

“Raising my face to the heavens, I breathed a
devoutly thankful sigh, and fell forward unconscious in the sand.”

me here, will you grant me my life?”
“Taken aback, the men whispered among themselves, and after some_ time the gray-beard came
back to me.
. ‘Stranger, the assembly has decided that you

must reveal the clue or you must die.
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If you tell

Read all about the strange actions of the tiny
black puppy with the eyes of Crazy Ike. The

December issue will carry the story.

They're Off
® By John G. Hasegawa
John knows his horses. He gives us a
flash of how an Englishman and an
American take their spills—one with
the King’s English and the other with
good, plain, expressive American English. Huga has his own version!
Prrxcwar M. WHITEHALL, ESQ., of London, was invited by his good friend Lord
Mortimoore, to come to the latter’s country estate

“TI say,” thought Percy as he was catapulted into
thin air with much ado or ceremony, “this is rather
embarrassing, I must say, in fact, quite beastly.
Must look dashed silly thrown into the air like a
blooming cricket ball. Confound the blooming animal! Not at all sporting of him to jar me so inconsiderately out of the saddle. Oh, the water! Must
be rather chilly in that creek. And my coat! Rather
an ungainly spectacle I will be after a bath in the
mire. Mustn’t forget to curl up—you know—Ole
Top! It would be frightfuly awkward to have one’s
neck in a cast. Bah Jove! Here is the water.

to give the foxes a bit of merry chase. Percival
was an Englishman through and through—a good
sport and all that sort of thing. Being a good sport
and all that sort of thing, he did not want to decline the invitation, in spite of the fact that he
dreaded horses as much as he dreaded some of
those American tourists—particularly of the female

lot of them—happy landings, Ole Top!”
oe
*
*
*
*
*

species—who lived in some deuced place called
Dixie, and who talked about “Mah plantation” and

Brooklyn, N. Y., was taking a brisk ride in the park

insisted on saying “you all” in place of the perfectly
good everyday “you.”
On the day of the hunt Percy was there, all
decked out to kill, but feeling beastly awkward,
more than slightly scared, yet full of the old indomitable spirit of the typical Englishman—‘“do. or
die!” It was one of those splendid mornings in
early autumn, when the invigorating air makes
even old nags spirited, and fills the spirited horses
with the desire to run all over the country.
Percival M. climbed into the saddle with the agility and alacrity of a man with an even dozen grandchildren.

With the sound of the horn, and a bit of

pip-pip, and a tallyhoo, the hunt is on—and God
have mercy on the poor foxes!
The hounds led the way with happy abandon.
They jumped over hedges and creeks, while Percival tried desperately to hold his seat. But Dame
Fortune wasn’t in the best of humor that particular morning. I fact she was in a mood to enjoy
a little practical joke at the expense of Percival M.
Whitehall, Esq. Suddenly the horse decided that
the creek in front of him was just a trifle too wide
for him to jump, and besides—what was the use

of chasing after a blooming fox? Leave such a task
to ignoble animals like dogs! Being an animal that
valued his beautiful neck, and with a great concern
for the health of the horse-kind, he decided to call

it a day. The result was rather disastrous for the
gentleman from London.

Well, dash it all—the blasted horse, the fox, and the

*

x

On the other side of the Atlantic, Jim Jones of
with his lady friend. He really did not have much
confidence in his ability to ride, as this was his second time on horseback, but as he said, “All the
other fellows are doing it, so why can’t I.” He sat

in the saddle with apparent assurance. In fact,
there was a trace of a smile about his mouth—the
best he could manage under the circumstances—as

he felt as a “darned stranger” on horseback, but he
forced this half a smile for the benefit of his companion.
te
Everything was getting along “just too, too divinely !” as his companion would have expressed it,
but all of a sudden the horse shied, and the next
second Mr. Jones was precariously balanced on the
neck of the poor animal. He madea valiant but
futile effort to regain his balance, but it was ‘a losing battle, mom!” as the gentleman of the ring
would have expressed the situation into the micro-

phone.
*$%@&**! (this part is not fit to print) ejaculated Jim under his breath, as he became subject to
gravity, without even a horse’s neck to hang on to,
“It would be swell walking back to the stables this
lovely morning, but d— this old nag! Of all the
people in the world, and of all times he had to pick
me out to play a dirty low-down ‘trick like this!
Curl up, you sap; it won’t be so hot with your neck
in acast. This is a h— of a fix—oh, well—Mother
Earth, here I come! Receive me with open arms !—
*$% &** (censored).”
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Gentlemen! Take Your Choice
e By Betty Coed
Betty is back again! She introduces
six specimens of her species: Georgia,
Clarissa, Sandra, Anne, Eleanor, and
Gracie. And what a medley! The staff
picks Gracie, the kitchenette girl, the

Oscar of the Waldorf.

Przase, O. gentlemanly reader, pardon the
obvious “monickers.” After you have met the
lovely ladies that are resting potentially in my typewriter, you will understand that it could not have

ful and unannoyed existence. If you become “Georgia Susceptible,” be sure your income allows for
at least a maid and a housekeeper. You would be
marrying an accent.
CLARISSA, who should have been named something flat and dull—such as Sarah, appears always
in brogues, sweaters, and thick-lens glasses. Inevitably, upon introduction, she will ask, “Have

you ever read Nietzsche?” for Clarissa is a Nietzschean individualist and scorns the Marxian expo-

been otherwise.

nents.

GEORGIA could never have been named anything but Georgia. Her Southern drawl gave her
as much district classification as her indulging
mother had at the christening. Georgia wears or-

form of inflamed mob psychology, and proclaims
long and lustily her admiration for the metaphori-

gandie and curls, and an ever-present scent of mag-

nolia, hybiscus, and corn pone. All men are treated
to a roll of her brown eyes, and copious flattery—
all wrapped up in giggles. Football heroes, and
philosophy students alike, thrill to the small soft
hand on their sleeves and the just-as-soft giggling,
“You-all thr just too, too divine!” She sleeps to
twelve every day and never hurries—she’ll get
there, anyway.

She talks a great deal about the

“Plantation,” which actually consists of half an acre
of withered cotton plants and a six-room shack of
obscure color. She has been “No’th” four years,
and declares she will “neveh, neveh lose her funny,

funny accent.” She adores tea parties where they
serve gin fizzes and chocolate eclaires. Down home
they always serve co’n and then some more co’n.
Males flock to her side to revel in the wide-eyed
compliments, which she assures every one is merely a form of famous southern hospitality. From
somewhere, Georgia has inherited or developed a sly
appreciation for the Rabelaisian humor, and combined with her gurgly giggles, it is a fatal combination.

But the wise male will proceed with caution,

for although he would gain a wife who would never
give up her southern hospitality or her charmingly
phlegmatic form of speech, he would also capture

for himself a domestic career, for Georgia’s house
would be almost immaculate—never more than one
baked potato on the kitchen: floor at a time, beds
made religiously once a month, and the cute little
domestic pets in the icebox allowed to live a peace-

Page twelve

She claims Communism to be but a high

cal anarchist. She has no small talk. The weather,
food, clothes, dance orchestras, and movie stars interest her not an iota. Life to her is an unfortunate

state of being which requires all her time in
straightening out for posterity, although she firmly avows to have nothing whatsoever to do with
any physical contribution to that same posterity.
She peers through those thick lens of hers and tries
to penetrate the mind of the individual to whom she
is speaking. No one is ever a human being to her,
but merely a mass of intellectual reactions. She
went to a dance once, and sat out twelve dances
talking to a waiter who was reported to be an advocate of the behavioristic school. Clarissa is a lovely
girl to talk to, when you realize you must make
some sort of a splurge in psychology to pass. She
can give you enough information that will be able
to startle your professor with your borrowed observations to rate at least a “B.” She slumbers with
Spinoza, walks arm in arm with Marcel Proust,
dotes on Richardson, and secretly reads Kathleen
Norris.
SANDRA is a poet. Days are spent in luscious
languor rhyming “goat” with “moat,” and then find-

ing a poetic subject that will permit a goat and a
moat in the same verse. In her living of this life,
there are always bees buzzing and never stinging,
and flowers wafting the sweet smell on the caressing breeze. Eternally the birds become melodious
for Sandra. Poverty, disease, filth, and sordidness
are of a non-existing sphere and touch not the deli-

cate blonde head that rests almost gently on a deliciously made body of manifested fragility.

Mir-

aculously, Sandra misses trouble.

Her worst acci-

dent was a pricked finger while changing pen points
three years ago. She still refers to events as those
that happened before or after her injury. Housework would ruin the almost translucent effect of her

Dresdonian-like

hand.

When the kitchen gives

forth the sounds of clattering dishes, she retires to

her room to lose herself in the neurotic outpourings
of Elizabeth Barret.

Lord Byron, she fears, is a

trifle salacious, and Emile Bronte is too strident for
a woman. She attempts to achive the sensitiveness
of Keats or Shelley. Husbands are to her a necessity under the present system of bourgeois civilization, and her mate would necessarily be subordi-

nated to her art. He would no doubt be forced to
live on iambic pentameters and codfish, for Sandra
has found a look of pathetic romanticism in the eyes
of a codfish.

ANNE

adores football, loves basketball, is crazy

about prize fights, and screams at horse races. Her

code of living consists of but one word—‘Sportsmanship.” Her vocabulary is made up of terms
homogeneous to sport writers. If a man is a success, he is referred to as a “champion.” A miser
rates the title of “goal keeper;” effective males become “birdies” as a natural course of events; and a

clever quirk of conversation is “a honey of a punt.”
Fashion experts tear their hair in horrified resignation, for tweeds and sweatshirts are her ruling passion from early through the cocktail hour. If formality is demanded, it is of a severe and tailored

quality. No fluffy ruffles or sissy frills for Anne!
She is vigorously intense. Each new enterprise is
begun with a grim life-and-death determination—
even such minor things as singing a song, or manicuring her nails (in which she secretly delights).
The slightest provocation will send Anne into gales
of laughter. It is—she feels sure—sportsmanship to
laugh at trouble, and a disaster at sea or a wreck on
the rails can make her positively hysterical. She
holds her liquor well, for it wouldn’t be quite

“cricket” to become tipsy. She smokes incessantly
for the glow of two cigarettes are more companionable than one. She is fervent in her admiration of
Zuppke’s coaching technique, Carnera’s gameness,
Helene Madison’s fight, Lou Miller’s agility, and
Clark Gable’s Gableishness. If you were to propose
to Anne, I dare say she would laugh delightedly
and declare it to be “rippingly sporting of you, old
man,” and your life would be a veritable Olympic
meet to the tune of rasping laughter and palish
slaps on the back.

ELEANOR is an artist. Her blotchy water colors remind one of “a morning after” sans Bromo
Selzer. Her bearing is regal and her manner,
haughty. Once in a great while she will condescend to notice her superiors. If Eleanor gets you
in tow on Sunday afternoon, you are sure to spend

a delightful time in learning the motivating force of
Van Gogh and Piccasso. She can talk for hours on
the impressionistic school of line and circle.: Her
black hair is drawn straight back to pronounce the
perfect skull line. Her clothes are bizarre and exotic to the point of incongruity. No earthly existence of Eleanor. Her life is a hazy green and blue
existence, in a non-Piccard-explored region where
her soul has room to breathe.

Eleanor is a marvel-

ous companion to introduce when you want to particularly impress some of your friends, for she can
tall: of old masters and new impressionists. But unless you enjoy a life of color harmony and symmetry, do stay clear. (You would probably find out
that she equally enjoys Peter Arno and O. Soglow.)
GRACIE can cook. She invites you to dinner,
and sets you down to chicken and trimmings made

in a beautiful symphony of delectability. She is a
marvel at tub-scrubbing, and dishes sparkle more
for her than for anyone else. Gracie is a housekeeper—and little else. Turgenév to her might well
be a domestic wine, or rich brandy sauce that is excellent in preserving peaches. Bach is colloquial
for “bake.” Millet stands for a part of a fish that
so well supports tartar sauce. One doesn’t talk to
Gracie; one eats of Gracie. And she appears as
she would be expected—rotund, fair, merry, and

blank. She is not smug, but rather benevolent. Ida
Baily Allen, Lulu Hunt Peters, and Oscar of the

Waldorf are her guardian angels. Her world is
calm and serene, anda fire of creation burns with- |
in her. Her creations consist of perfectly mixed
biscuits, smooth blanc mange, succulent roasts, and
pies that give the stomach the illusion of being in

tune with the infinite.
things.

Of course, Gracie grows

The backyard is a riot of vegetables—and

no flowers—for after all, one can’t eat flowers, can

one? Tomatoes grow larger at her house, green
peas greener, and cabbages more cabbagish. Freud
would be stumped at her dreams, for they are inevitably of hors d’oeuvres of complicated design
and insane uses of anchovies. If you desire a
smooth rhapsody of Proteins, Carbohydrates, and
Vitamins, GRAB GRACIE!
Little men! which now?
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It's Your Nickel
* By Bob Wharton
Her name was Margaret! Her friends

didn’t call her “Margie.” That sounded too soft—reminiscent of powdery
marshmallows. (They’re toasted!)

nonsense. This receiver is smoking! Why don’t
you stop it and...”
“Margaret, you’re cruel! Don’t you understand?
I’m in love with you! Wont’ you please lis...”
“Are you being initiated into a fraternity or something? Is that the reason you are proposing to me?
Or is it the spring air that...”
“Margaret! I’m asking you to marry me! Be
serious! I mean...”
“Oh!”
“Won’t you marry me, Margaret? I'll be there
in five minutes if you say yes. I’ve gota...”
“Oh! you really want to marry me?”
cyeal Wil...”
“Yes, I’ll marry you, but there’s...”
“Gee, Margaret! I’m so happy! Let’s...”
“But there’s something I want to ask you.
Ae
“Ask me anything! anything!

Margaret didn’t have that kind of a

complexion. She reminded you of a—
oh use your own wmagination.
66

Hex: Is this you Margaret?”
“Yes, this is Margaret.

Did you...”

“O, Margaret, ever since last night I simply can’t
get you out of my mind. You're the most provocative little rascal! You make...”
“Oh, get along with you, flatterer! I don’t know
what that word means, but if it means what I think
it means, I certainly...”
“Please, Margaret, stop joking!

Why, just the thought of you sends
all over me. You're lovely! I can
lovely eyes gleam so mischievously
light! And your lovely hair! Oh!

I’m serious.

goose pimples
still see your
in the moonO, Marga...”

“Now, wait a minute, young man.

“Well,

what—uh,

I

mean,
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uh—WHO

YOU? WHO IS THIS TALKING?

Stop your

Y

ARE

Traveling in Japan
® By John G. Hasegawa
Follow the boy from Steubenville,
Ohio, as he leaves the ocean liner and

lands at Tokyo, Japan.. He is out to
see life in the Ortent, and intends to go
places. Step lively this way, please!
‘6
N EARING quarantine, sir!”
The steward volunteered this bit of bite.
mation as John Smith of Steubenville, Ohio, pulled

himself up to a sitting posture with a heroic effort.
He surveyed the room with one eye for the familiar
sight of orange juice, toast, and coffee, and the
smiling face of his steward, while he tried to rub
out the effect of the captain’s dinner and the farewell party from the other eye. “The health inspectors will be on board shortly, sir,” volunteered the
steward further, by way of hustling John as he

The inspection of passports kept John in the dining room until the ship was tied up at her berth.
When John finally stepped out in the hall, after answering stupid questions fired at him by poker-faced
individuals full of importance and nothing much
besides, the corridor was swarming with rep-capped

men offering to deliver his baggage to the hotel,
expressing themselves in a peculiar brand of English—far from the King’s English—yet still sufficiently intelligible to convey the message.

John

pushed his way through this mass of howling dervishes, only to run into a few others wearing caps on
which were written the names of hotels for which

they were working. So Mr. Smith of Steubenville,

Ohio, picked out the man with “Imperial Hotel”

embroidered on his hat-band, and was very much

struggled to pull on his trousers. For the first
time John realized how much kick that “sake” (Japanese rice-wine) had.
When John reached the promenade deck, the others were lined up, impatiently awaiting the arrival

astounded indeed to hear that the hotel was located
in Tokyo.
Resigning himself to fate, John meekly followed
the man of the ornate cap out onto the pier, and
was fairly exhausted by the time he finally reached

of the health inspectors.

a very modern bus, painted deep-green and bearing

Presently a launch came

along side, and with dignity due officials the in-

ing brightly upon the multi-colored roofs of Euro-

the words “Imperial Hotel.” The shock of it all just
about bowled over our young man-of-the-world-tobe, as he had expected to be pulled along the narrow Streets on the “rikisha.”. When he recovered
from the shock of this astounding discovery, he
looked around and was surprised again to see large
taxicabs—Packards, Chryslers, Buicks and others—
far outnumbering the “rikishas.” Presently the bus
made its way toward Tokyo on a very smoothly
paved and wide highway. The trip to Tokyo, tak-

pean-style houses on the Bluff. Just below the roofs

ing about forty-five minutes, was rather uneventful,

spectors slowly made their way up to the deck.
They stared at the passengers for a while, nodded,

and retraced their steps with the same air of importance. At the “Thank you, ladies and gentlemen!” from the chief-steward, everybody hurriedly
went to the railing to have a good look at the port
of Yokohama.
It was a beautiful morning, and the sun was shin-

of the houses on the Bluff were black roofs of Japanese houses, mingled with a number of modern
buildings on the Bund. It was quite a contrast from

the bright and gay sights of red, white, and other
bright-colored houses nestled among the green of
the foliage, fairly dripping with freshness, which
greets the eyes of the traveler at Honolulu. Still,
this strange mingling of the East and the West had
a peculiar charm of its own. Now, the ship was
slowly making her way toward the pier, zigzagging
her way among innumerable ships, launches and
motorboats of all sizes and description.

except that John had never seen so many bicycles

in all his life.
The bus pulled up in front of an enormous building of ultra-modernistic design, and the doorman
dressed in a uniform full of gold braids, which

would have almost put the doormen of the best New
York hotels to shame, stepped smartly forward and

opened the door of the vehicle.

Our young man

from Steubenville, Ohio, put on the best man-o!-

the-world air he could manage and nonchalantly
strolled into the lobby of his hotel, which was away
beyond his highest expectation. He was taken to
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his room by a courteous smiling boy who spoke

English with only a slight accent.
Toward evening John ventured out of the hotel
and made for Ginza—combination Fifth Avenue
and Broadway of Tokyo. He had never seen such
an odd sight in all his life. The sidewalks were
crowded like Fifth Avenue during lunch hour, only
the people who sauntered along, window-shopping,

were dressed in all different styles; young girls in
dresses of latest Paris fashion, others in somber uniforms of their schools, older women in their native

“kimonas,” boys in their school uniforms resembling those of soldiers, other young men in clothes

of Bond Street quality and cut, and others dressed
in the gaudy fashions of the best Chicago gangsters.
On the streets a constant stream of taxicabs, buses,

starring Gary Cooper, Dick Powell, Greta Garbo,
and other American stars. In the sport page he
found boxscores of college baseball games, and the
picture of a giant modernistic baseball park.
In the comforting seclusion of his hotel room he
wrote to his mother:
Dearest Mother:
Arrived in Yokohama this morning and came over
to Tokyo. Saw some of the nightlife of Japan. (He
felt like a sophisticate—a man-of-the-world, par excellence, at the sound of this). Never saw so many
bicycles and crazy, pestering taxi-drivers in all my
life. They actually dance—I mean the people, and

cafés, and cabarets blinked over the heads of this

not taxi-drivers—like we do—maybe better than we
do in Steubenville.
Guess I will see the important buildingsto-morrow morning, and go to a ball game to-morrow afternoon. Oh, another thing! They have American
movies; maybe the actors speak Japanese. I will
find that out to-morrow night.

throng of pleasure-seekers, giving ample reasons for
its name, the Gay White Way of Japan. With typi-

“Suki-Yaki’dinner.

street cars flowed, while men on bicycles went

weaving their way through this very congested traffic with the skill and ease of trick riders in a circus.
The gay neon signs in store windows, rooftops,

cal carefreeness of an adventurer, John strolled

into one of the cafés to have a look at Japan’s nightlife. The only difference between this café and the
saloons at home, John found, was that the wait-

resses were dressed in brightly colored kinomas. He

got out of the café more or less disappointed, and resumed his sauntering along the street. Shortly, he
noticed a dancehall, and the curiosity getting the
better of him, he ventured into the place.

A Phil-

ippino orchestra was playing “hot” rhythms right
from Harlem, and the floor was crowded by faststepping couples.

As he watched them dance, one

unceasing source of wonder to him was how the
girls dressed in kimonas, with sandals on their feet,

could step around as fast as they did without losing
them. When the Philippino orchestra stopped playing, the smooth rhythm of a tango piece floated
down from the balcony, and lookin up John found
a tango orchestra composed of Frenchmen. John
danced a few times with some of the taxi-dancers,

and was surprised at the ease with which they could
follow him.
Our young man-about-town began to feel the fa-

Went to a real Japanese restaurant and ate a

You throw sliced meat, vege-

tables of all kinds, and mushrooms, and bean-cakes
in a pan, and when it’s cooked the man with the

longest arm and most skill at handling chop-sticks
gets the most to eat. I am still hungry. Guess I
will have to go down stairs and get another meal.
We should try a “Suki-Yaki” dinner when I get
home, but we won’t invite any of the boys who go
to boarding schools. I might be able to handle
chop-sticks better than they, but they have more
practice at reaching out than I have.
.
We sat on the floor around a table, in the center

of which was placed a hot-plate for the pan, and we
just sat around and waited while the thing was being cooked. Next time you haven’t much of an appetite, just sit and let the tempting aroma of a savory food travel up and down your nostrils, and see

if you don’t get hungry in a hurry. These Japanese
are pretty smart people.
Will tell you more about Japan in a few days.
Good-bye.
Your son,
JOHN.
P. S.—They have crooners here too—in case you

tigue of his ocean trip coming on, so he decided to

are wondering——but people have more sense than to

go back to the hotel and call it
a day. On his way

go daffy over them.

back to the hotel, he bought “Japan Advertiser,”

“chizzle” the taxi-drivers instead of the taxi-drivers
taking a lot of money from unsuspecting citizens.
Will tell you more about this the next time I write.

one of the few newspapers in English, and was very
much surprised to see advertisements of pictures
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In this country the people

From Well to Market
® By Jack Wick
The writer hails from the Keystone
State—the original oil country. He
gives us a brief sketch of oil development packed with teresting information. Read it yourself and you will
become “otl-minded.”’

wells were worked, with facilities to move only a

limited supply to market, the oil-man’s expenditures
for leases and drilling were practically lost. The
construction of pipe lines, through which oil was
made to flow direct to the refinery, was an inven-

i

HE United States is the greatest oil-produc-

ing country in the world. To produce the oil
is one thing; to get it onto the market is another
thing. Therefore, one of the most important phases
is getting the oil from the well to the market.
Methods of oil refining were long known, even
before Drake drilled his first well near Titusville,
Pa., in 1859. However, since there was little demand for oil, the transportation
of the product and

various inter-market activities were not needed. As
soon as the wells could produce ona large scale, and
the demand for oil in illumination followed, then

machinery becameprevalent, and the transportation

department of the industry soon developed.

The earlier wells on Oil Creek, Pa., were so situ-

ated to close to navigable streams that barrels of
oil could be loaded upon barges and floated down
the river. A period of drought.caused little trouble
in the transportation end of the industry, for when
the water was too low to float the barges,. the craft
was assembled on a millpond near the wells. While
the loading was in progress, the water was being
dammed up. Later, the gates were opened, and the
tipsy little fleet would rush down Oil Creek to the
Allegheny on its miniature tidal wave.
However, all the producing wells were not so
conveniently situated near a creek, and these of-

fered a problem for the pioneers to solve. The only
solution was a system of teaming. Travelers in the
Pennsylvania oil fields, in the early sixties, were
amazed to see endless streams of vehicles—great
caravans of creaking wagons, some of them consisting of no less than 6,000—each being drawn by two
horses.

it can be seen, therefore, that these old-fashioned
methods were actually the forerunners of thegreat
rate-cutting system of transportation that we see
to-day. Cumbersome and inadequate transportation was a serious handicap to the early oil-man—
often resulting in disaster. When more and more

tion that grew out of necessity.
The pipe-line men, however, were not the only
ones busy in the early days. A great problem of
transportation by sea was in the experimental
stages. Ten years after.the drilling of the Drake
well, a sailing vessel was fitted with iron tanks for

carrying oil and equipped with. pumps for unloading the cargo. Twenty years later, the business of
carrying oil in iron ships—especially built for the
purpose—was an established division in the oil in-

dustry. While great cargoes of oil were being
transported from the “Golden Lane” in Mexico,
tank vessels anchored off the coast, where they were

loaded from flexible loading lines. These so-called
sea lines extended into the water over a mile from
the shore. These sea-loading lines. are still being
extensively used in Caliornia.
Thus it is evident that the tankers are truly the
“water-pipe lines” that connect the oil field with the
refineries and markets of the world. As an efficient
and cheap means of bulk transportation, they rival
the pipe line. Great tankers, carrying crude oil,
ply regularly between the oil fields of South America and Mexico and the ports of the United States
and Canada. Tank fleets carry the Mid-Continent
oil from the Gulf coast terminals all along the Atlantic seaboard, while the line of ships carrying oil
from California to the East is practically continuous.

It is easy to understand
why the success of

the Panama Canal in recent years is largely due to
petroleum. |
ie
By constantly devising new methods for bulk
shipment of crude oil, the industry has progressively reduced the handling operations and charges in
the marketing of its product. It is because of this
efficiency in transportation that the average American family can afford to burn in its car a petrol
_ that has been shipped—and then refined—from a far
distant point of the country. American men have
given to the entire world the great oil industry, for

they devised the drilling, the transportation, and the
marketing devices used to-day.
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The Corner Stone
e By Bob Wharton
Do you know what ts put into cornerstones? Newspapers of current date;
history of the building project; names
of the owner, the architect, and the

contractor; and perhaps, “Yo ho! a
bottle of rum!’ Read what two kids

found.
66

[_ eve is evil! Shouldn’t be drunk!”
With this spirited avowal, the sheriff of
the newly built jail of Wagonsville knelt and let
the contents of the two bottles gurgle out onto the
ground.
“But it does have the most heavenly smell!”
breathed the sheriff, as the pungent fumes rose to
his appreciative nostrils.

As he sorrowfully watched theliquid spilling onto

the ground, one bottle glugged its last glug, and at
its death rattle the sheriff groaned.
“Tt’s too much, even for a strong-willed man like

me!” sighed the sheriff.
“Get thee behind me, Satan!” said he, thrusting

his left hand out in a defensive attitude, but with a
quick movement with his other hand he grabbed the
bottle that was still making chuckling noises.
With a decisive movement he tilted the bottle to
his lips and drank the bottle dry.
“That’s too good to put in any corner stone!”

said the sheriff, smacking his lips. “I'll fill the bot-

beauty keeps you broke forever,’ or was it Shakespeare?”
“Be still! that isnt’ funny. Hey! Look, Joe!
Here’s another item about the sheriff of Wagonsville. It’s from the “Texas Sun’ of 1858. Listen!”
The Wagonville County jail was dedicated today. Sheriff Lucky Webb placed two bottles of excellent Scotch whiskey, along with the papers of
the builders and the records of the proceedings, behind the corner stone just before it was sealed up.

The Mayor and the Sheriff made speeches. The
Sheriff remarked that he hoped that the whiskey
would still be good when and if the corner stone
was opened.”
“Say, Stan, I know. where that old jail is! It
hasn’t been used for years. Wagonsville is an abandoned town. It’s only about twenty-five miles from
here. I wonder if anyone has taken that whiskey
out of there? I'll bet we could get a pretty penny
for that whiskey. People would believe its age if
we had those old records from the corner stone,
too.”
“Let’s go and see, Joe. I’ve got my flivver. If
we get that whiskey I know whom we can sell it
to, and then we can go to that circus next week. I
only hope the flivver has enough gas.”
*

*

*

*

#3

*

tles up with swamp water and they’ll never know

A few hours later the two boys were before the
dilapidated old jail, struggling with crowbar and

the difference.” And the sheriff stooped and filled

sledge hammer to remove the corner stone.

the bottles with the murky water of the swamp.
*
*
*
*
*
*

“It’s moving!” grunted Joe.
“Look out! It’s loose!” yelled Stan, and both
jumped back as the corner stone fell out.
“Sure enough! it’s there!” gleefully yelled Stan
as he pulled two bottles from the cavity.
“And here’s the old papers!” howled Joe. “Oh
boy, oh boy, oh boy! the discovery of the ages!”
And laughing and shouting, the two boys clambered into the dusty flivver and were off on the
way back.
“I can’t open ’em,” said Stan, as Joe struggled
with the steering wheel, “I guegs I’ll have to break
off the neck of the bottle.”
“All right. Go ahead and break the top off,” said
Joe.
.
5
Stan neatly knocked the top off the bottle, and

In 1932, almost seventy-five years later, two freshmen at A. and M. College, Texas, were sitting in
the public library going over the files of old newspapers.
“Hey, Stan! Look at this! It’s an item from the
‘Texas Sun’ about fifty years ago. It says ‘The
Mayor of Wagonsville lost his store teeth while he
was kneading dough; and when he fished around in
the dough for them, he got bit!”
“Yeah. I need dough myself,” answered Stanley

Cavanaugh.

“I wish we could find some way to

get enough money to see that circus next week.

I’ve spent all of my money on dates this last week.
Keats was surely right when he said ‘A thing of
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then placed it to his lips while Joe stared enviously at him.
“Phlooey!” said Stan, spitting the liquid out. “If
that’s whiskey I’m an Eskimo! Did we ever get
stung?”
“Do you mean to tell me that it isn’t whiskey at
all?” wailed Joe. “Let me see that bottle. Why
what’s inside of it? It’s a couple of blades of grass
and some leaves. Oh boy, were we ever stung?”
“Doggone! all that work for nothing! Say, what
is that moving around inside that bottle? Why, it’s

full of little bugs! Look!”
“Say! That thing has been sealed for seventyfive years, but look at all those things crawling
around inside! Let’s take it up to the medical laboratory!”
*
x
x
*
*
.
“Boys,” said the professor in the laboratory,
“those are valuable specimens, and those old papers
of 1858 and the records in the corner stone prove
their age genuine. I’ll give you twenty-five dollars
for them.”

God's Best Gift
e Ann A. Nemus
Men need it, women need it more,

children need it most of all. It is as
high as heaven, wide as the earth,
deep as the sea. It is God's best gift
to man. What 1S it?

T HERE is something which we all desire, most

of us have, and some apparently must do
without. It cannot be bought with gold, for it is
a free gift; it cannot be earned as money is earned;

it has no market value and yet it is the most priceless of all treasures. It is more precious than
rubies, for it never loses its glow; it is sweeter than
honey, for it never parts with its flavor; it is more

delightful than an Eolian strain on a moonlit evening, for it is an echo from an angel’s harp. It is
found in its purity among the angels. Men need it,
women need it more, children need it most of all.

It is the one thing that can make the human heart
happy. With it, the poor man’s hut becomes a
palace; without it, the king’s palace has no charm.
It may oftener be found in the rude hovel than in
the rich mansion. Indeed, it seems to have a preference for quiet, unobtrusive places—little birdnests
where the gentler graces reign.
It is the great beautifier of life. More noble deeds
have been done for its sake than for any other consideration. Poets have sung its praises; artists
have portrayed its divine attractiveness; brave warriors have fought for it; tender maidens have suf-

fered for it; high-souled martyrs have died for it.
Countless as the stars of heaven are the hosts that

have followed its crimson banner to guerdon and

glory. It has peopled the earth with heroes and
heaven with saints. Hell is only hell because it is
not there; purgatory is endurable only because of
its presence; and without it, heaven would not be
possible. It constitutes the felicity of the blessed.
Once it was found crystallized in a tiny drop of
blood upon a rugged steep, but it was trodden on
by heedless feet, and angels bore it back to heaven.

Heaven 1s its birthplace and its final resting place.
It is God’s best to man. It is like fire—it purifiles everything; it is like water—it fructifies everything; like air and light—it penetrates everywhere.
It is as high as heaven, wide as the earth, deep as
the sea. Delicate as gossamer, it can brave the
roughest gale; pure as a dewdrop, it can sweeten
the sourest temper; radiant as a sunbeam, it can
chase the heaviest gloom. It has never met defeat,
for it survives the tomb.

Death, the all-conqueror,

shall never count it among his trophies.
In time of peace, it is as gentle as a dove; but
when danger threatens, it becomes bold as a lion.

It was the guardian genius of the first human pair;
it brought the olive branch to the family in the Ark;

it beguiled the fourteen years of Jacob’s pastoral
life on the plains of Mesopotamia; it watched over
infant Moses among the reeds on the banks of the
Nile; it consoled Ruth and Naomi in the bitter hour

of separation; it shielded David from the javelin of
an irate king; it was the traveling companion of
the younger Tobias; it called the shepherd and the
monarch together at the crib; it lingered in the temple; it purpled the wine at the marriage-feast; it
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spoke from the mountain-cloud; it distributed the
loaves and fishes in the desert; it led the repentant

Magdalen to the feet of Jesus; it wept over the
grave of Lazarus; it stood by the Cross of the Man

fatigue. It can lie down in the desert with a stone
for its pillow, and rise up in the morning fresh as

the dew.

But it rarely sleeps.

It is eager for

guise of the apparition that walked the lake at early
dawn;.and it still abides in our midst under mys-.

achievement. In the race with other forces, it
leaves them far behind. It is winged and sandaled
with the lightning’s flash, and its bosom throbs
with the quenchless flame of the seraph. No heights
so lofty, but it will fathom them; no mysteries so
abstruse, but it will find the key and solution. It
can divine the thought before its utterance; and

terious veils as the Manna of the soul.

what is hidden in the heart’s recesses, it can ex-

of Sorrows, faithful to the last when all had aban-

doned Him; it was the first at the sepulchre on
Resurrection morn, the first to recognize the voice
of the risen Savior, the first to pierce the dim dis-

It is as true as the magnet to the pole.

It may

be slighted, yet it will not turn away; it may be
ignored, but it will patiently knock again; it may
be wounded, but it will not die.

It is glad to live,

to sacrifice itself for others. It is a rose that grows
best amid the thorns of opposition, and it seems
to thrive upon sorrow.
It is unselfish. It makes itself all to all. It sings
the weary child to rest; it smooths the wrinkled

brow of care; it denies itself the luscious morsel,

and despoils itself of the costly raiment in favor of
the wayside medicant; it is the ministering angel
on the battlefield and in the sick chamber; it knows

an antidote for every grief, a balm for every pain,
Coldness cannot still it, age cannot weaken it, unkindness cannot destroy. It is as young as the
newborn babe, and yet it numbers the years of God,

for His bosom is its home.

It is untrammeled by

space or time. It thinks the thoughts, it does the
deeds, it lives thelife of eternity. It unlocks. the

pearly gates of the Heavenly City; it holds the
passports to the Great White Throne; it guides
the pen that writes the Book of Life.
It yearns to diffuse itself and to shed light and
happiness around. It follows the stray lamb into
the wilderness; it receives the returning prodigal
with open arms; it has a welcome even for its
enemy. It bestows a kiss for a blow, a smile for a
sneer, an embrace for an insult; it gives its very
heart’s blood to him who asks a tear, and counts
the cost as nothing. The wonder is that it could
be left unappreciated. Often it must suffer, but it
never repines or idly regrets—it is far too noble for
that. It is ever cheerful, ever buoyant, ever bright,
always planning the good, always hopeful for the
best.

It can live through the hottest day; it can see
in the darkest night.
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It knows no weariness or

plore and bring to light. Its eye is keener than the
eagle’s; its touch more soft than the cygnet’s down;
and its voice surpasses in sweetness the lyrics of
the nightingale.
It is always seeking its like, and when found, an
indissoluble union follows. It has an affinity for
noble natures only. It is a chain that is willingly
worn, and the fortunate captive kisses its golden
links every hour.
This protean marvel is the prince of magicians,
the wizard beneath whose magic wand the dry twig
blushes into bloom, and the barren rock is clothed
with verdure. Naught can withstand its mighty
spell. It was born to rule, the seal of royalty is
upon its brow, the scepter of dominion in its hand,

a heaven-anointed sovereign to whom we owe allegiance, and under whose benign sway all are
made happy.
Like mercy, it brings a double blessing.

No man

took it unto its own who did not discover by it
riches more magnificent than Aladdin’s lamp ever
shone upon. It is the only flower that never withers, the only star that never pales, the only rainbow

that never fades. It is a fountain of whose limpid
waters they that drink shall feel perpetual youth
course through their veins; its sparkling flow is
still the same, and its rippling music never tires.
It is the pledge of endless happiness—the open
sesame to bliss untold. When Adam and Eve quitted Paradise, this was the sole keepsake that they
brought with them, and it lightened all the dark
days that followed. It is the guiding star of a
fallen world.

Where its blessed radiance beams,

there is peace and joy and contentment, but alas
for the place that knows not its vivifying influence!
Verily, it is the pink of Creation—the link that
binds immortal spirits—the mystic bond between
the. Creator and the creature—the essence of Divinity—the meaning of the Universe!

The Negroes and the “Po’ Whites”
@ By Isabel Hosey
You have read of the lot of the Negroes under slavery, but what do you
know about the “Po’ Whites’ under
the same curse in the South? In this
article the fate of the Negroes and the
“Po’ Whites” is sympathetically told.

the planter was as careless with his land as he was
with his money. He made no attempt to cultivate
his plantations. Rotation of crops was unknown,
fertilization of the land was unheard of. There was
no manure, no land builder, no soil food.

+ HE SOUTH of the anti-bellum period was an
empire of cotton blossoms. It was the planter
who kept the Empire intact. In his soft hands were
cupped wealth, power, and social position. He created in the South a rural aristocracy comparable to
the old manor families of Europe. He hada retinue
of negro slaves to attend to all his work.

The master of each plantation took an active
part in public life, traveled and entertained on a
lavish scale. Indeed it was the planter, the slave
owner—and as a rule, the slave owner only—who
went to congress or was elected to any state office.

Holding the best land, owning practically all the
negro slaves, the planter of the Old South received

three-fourths from the yearly exports. Money from
cotton poured into the laps of the planters. But
money that comes easy is squandered fast, so in
that land of sunshine the slave owner saved noth-

ing for the proverbial rainy day. Although he received most of the money that entered the South,
he was always on the verge of bankruptcy.
To travel, to entertain, to live extravagantly were
dearer to the heart of the planter than to save or
invest his money. W. E. Dodd, inExpansion and
Conflict, tells us that “of the few thousand ‘first

families’ who lived upon the incomes of plantations,
many spent their winters in New Orleans, their
springs in Charleston, and their summers at Virginia Springs. Among these, tutors were engaged
to train children, and every man had a valet, every

lady her maid. Travel in Europe, sojourns at Newport and Saratoga, and acquaintance with the best
hotels at Philadelphia and New York were common
to all this group of most attractive people. When
Congress was in session, they dominated the social
life of the Capital, gave elaborate balls, and brought
effective pressure to bear upon aspiring Eastern
and Western leaders.”
In the agricultural South, land was the only
source of income. The land yielded cotton; and
the cotton in turn, yielded the huge incomes. Yet

Conse-

quently, the land became stale, worn out, utterly

useless.
The older plantations of the Eastern coast were,
by 1850, scenes of dire poverty and desolation. The
great problem of obtaining new land was continually pressing the planter. The East had already
been abandoned. The central section of the South
was yearly becoming poorer. Naturally, the eyes
of the planter were greedily turning to the West.
There was good land out there—new land! The
planter was all ready to push West with his slaves,
his culture, his wealth. The Missouri Compromise
of 1820, however, dimmed the planter’s hopes of

building an aristocratic West as he had built the
South.
The negro slave was closely linked with the
planter. To speak of the one was to speak of the
other.

It was the slave who made the advantages

of the planter possible.

It was the slave who gave

his master his wealth, his culture, his social grace.

The planter realized this. It is little wonder that
he fought to keep his slaves, and that he became
frantic at the thought his slaves, one day, might
be taken away.
By 1850 slavery was an established institution.
It was thought indispensable, in order to maintain
the vast estates of the South, to continue the in-

stitution of slavery.

Earlier, some Southern slave

owners had been anxious to abolish it, but as time

rolled on, as the threads of history were being more
closely woven together they were less able to
see how the step could be taken. As a Virginia
statesman expressed it, “they were holding a wolf
by the ears.” It was as dangerous to let him go as
it was to hold on.
Slavery was the topic of thought, of pen, of conversation.

Everywhere, when planters engaged in

friendly conversation over their mint julips, the
talk turned to “niggers,’—good niggers who helped
rear the planters’ children, and bad niggers who had
to be lashed and sold on the block at “N’Awlins.”
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The negroes who worked in the cotton fields were
big and lazy. Many of them were one step up from
the savage. They were ideally suited for working
in the hot fields, swinging a languid hoe from morning to night, or picking the white puffs of cotton—
stuffing them into great baskets with a steady jungle rhythm! The intelligent planter knew that a

the hope that comes with death. There are others,
too: “Old Black Jo,” “Carry Me Back to Old Virginny,” “Old Folks at Home,” and...

“There’s no more work for po’ Uncle Ned,
He’s gone whar de good nigers go!”
The planter and the negro, however were only a

well cared for, a well fed contented slave was able

tiny part of the South. The great mass of the southern population was uneducated poor, dejected. In

to accomplish more work than one who was ill,
beaten, or brooding over some wrong. Consequent-

Kentucky, this class was called “Briars;” in Georgia,
“Crackers;’
in
Alabama,
“Butternuts.”

ly, the negroes belonging to some planters were
well treated. Like animals, they were properly fed
and sheltered.
Many slaves worked in the planter’s household.
These were generally of a higher type, valuable to
the planter as a valet or general house-man. It was
an honor to work in “the big house” of the plantation. Frequently these slaves became educated,

Throughout the South, herded together, this class
was universally known as the “Po’ Whites.”
The “Po’ Whites” outnumbered the planters five
to one. They had no property, no slaves, no money,
no prestige—nothing! They were mean, illiterate,

dejected.

Held in contempt by both planter and

the scheme of things, just as slavery, cotton, or
jagged palmettos. The mistress of the house, too,
had her maids, colored women with light brown

negro, the “Po’ Whites” were bound to the earth,
beaten in spirit and hope.
The “Po’ Whites” managed to eek out a meager
living on the land left by the planter. They made
pitiful attempts to cultivate the worn-out, useless
soil recklessly abandoned by the wealthy land owners. As the planter moved to new land, the “Po’
Whites” trooped in his place, planting a little wheat,

skin and dusks of eyes. Often they were beautiful,

some corn, and several acres of cotton for the mar-

in a sad haunting way.

ket. They were always in the shadow of the planter.

under the tutelage of the master’s son or maiden

sister. It seemed as though an old-maid sister or
aunt was in every planter’s home. She was part of

Their brown skin, their

dusks of eyes were examples of the greatest tragedy of slavery—white blood was being mixed with

the black blood!

)

One of the “Po’ Whites,” Hilton R. Helper, pub-

lished a bok in 1857 entitled The Impending Crisis.
He branded the slave-holding aristocracy as no bet-

The negro of that day—ignorant, happy-go-lucky,
and shiftless—has given a note of charm to American life. The soft drawl, the crooning voices, and
the wild superstition of the negro have influenced a
wide and varied scope of our life to-day. But they
were held in bondage! The slave of the Old South,
whether cared for or beaten, whether owned by a

er than the basest “ruffians, outlaws, and crimi-

kind master or a cruel master, was held down by

slavery and their own continued degradation. But

a fine strong chain of slavery, the heritage of his

the “Po’ Whites” were not educated to think. They
believed that the “Black Republicans” of the North
meant to subjugate them and turn their land over
to the negro. They rose in a mass to defend a civilization which, had they realized it, was the worst
enemy of their interests.
The North had Helper’s book enlightening the

time. His only salvation, his only dream was the
freedom that comes with death! He worked, he
laughed, he sang, for he knew that in after life he
would be free, no longer held in bondage.
Perhaps that is the reason that negroes made no
attempt to break the bonds of slavery. They were
born in slavery, they lived in slavery, they died to
be free. All the songs of the negro illustrate this
line of thought.

In songs one catches the honest,

sincere emotions of a race.
Every black man, it is said, has a song in his
heart, a melody in his soul. He has given us his
spirituals, his songs of religion. They have been

handed down to us, vividly reflecting the pathetic,
bewildered philosophy of the anti-bellum slave.
“Swing Low. Sweet Chariot,” “Nobody Knows the
Troubles I’ve Seen,” “It’s Me, O Lord,” and “Old

Time Religion” reveal the sincere hope of the negro,
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nals,” and advised “no cooperation with them in religion, no affiliation with them in society.”
Had the “Po’ Whites” been able to read and understand the figures and sound arguments in Helper’s book, it is probable that they would not have
fought the war which meant the perpetuation of

reader on the evils of the slave institution.

It was

was so cold and calculating, so easily understood
that no one could read it without violent reaction.
Both sides—North and South—were about to line
up in battle array. Bloodshed was inevitable. The
South believed it was right, and was ready to die for
a cause.

The North was right, too, and was primed

tofight—andcrush slavery! Old John Brown wasright,
too, when he declared that the negro question could
never be settled by the “shedding of blood,’—and
“John Brown’s body lies a-moulding in the grave,
but his soul goes marching on!”
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College Clippings
@ By Jack the Clipper

I did not know before that—
Outside the door of the dean’s office at Creighton
University is a sign reading: “Get your grades and
pass out quietly.”
.
“2 eo ee *
University of California students receive a $5 rebate on their tuition when they receive all “A’s.”
ee es
gave a 125-piece band and
Long
P.
Huey
Senator

a 182-foot swimming pool (the longest in the world)
to Louisiana State University this year.
stuff—no hooey!
+ ee) 8 Oe

Straight

New York City is second with 191,360
KK

Ok

cook in a Maine lumber camp.

os ee Oe
“Apple polishers” are students who make periodic

calls on their instructors with the intention of in-

acres.
eke

ing to Gordon T. Bowles of the Division of Anthropology at Harvard University.
eee Rt
A pair of trousers with a 65-inch waist line was
recently completed for Wally Jones, a 357-lb. 6'2”

gratiating themselves to amass grade points.

President Athearn of Oklahoma City University
announces that the university will soon give academic credit for ping-pong, archery, skating, fraternity and sorority membership.
kt 2 we eS
Los Angeles has the largest city area in the country, 262,896.

The average American boy (or girl) of college
age is more intelligent, taller, heavier, and healthier
than was his father (or mother) at that age, accord-

*

In order to find the cross street nearest an adhouse number by 10 and add 72.
*

*

K€

RK

K

Indiana University is called the mother of college
presidents. Sixty-two institutions of higher learning have or have had Indiana men as their executives.
at + ke 8
The 400 bicycles on the Smith College campus
have become such a menace that the student governing association is formulating special traffic
rules.
x

*

*

*

*

*

Tests given 750 freshmen at the University of
Chicago resently revealed that the ten highest
marks were scored by men, and that four of the ten
men were named Robert.
ise

The

Rev.

G.

ee

&

*

Brown of Washington,

*

Street lamps total 119,546, count-

12 hours and 10 minutes to deliver.

Ke

C.,

ORK.

About 100,000 college students are getting government aid this year under the Federal Emergency
Relief Administration act. Students will receive
about $13,500,000 in the school year of 1934-1935, or

approximately $1,500,000 for nine months.
hick fhe
Detroit Institute of Technology’s commuter-king
travels 108 miles daily. When asked about his daily
ride, the student grinned and said that calculus was
easier to study when riding.
se +e 4
A boycott was placed upon some of the co-eds at
Duke University because they criticized the manners and actions of the waiters. The girls were
neither spoken to nor dated up during the boycott.
BR

Le

pokes

ae” 2 Me

Sixty former college athletic heroes are now
presidents of colleges and universities in the United
States.

D.

preached a sermon of 88,794 words which took him
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#*

ing those on the Gay White Way.

dress on Riverside Drive, New York, you divide the
:

*

visiting Italian students booed and hissed in an assembly, snapped at his 3,000 fledglings in convocation: “The conduct of some of you is worse than
that of gutter snipes.”
Ciao ee
In New York City 3,000,000,000 electric-light
bulbs are in use.

eee

*

President Frederick B. Robinson, after hearing

x * * k kk
Co-eds at Oberlin College are allowed to smoke in
their rooms if they furnish fire extinguishers.
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CO.. there are just as many

kinds as there are kinds of folks
long - short - thick - heavy - dark

light - all kinds and styles
... but it takes mild ripe tobacco—Turkish and home-grown—to make a milder
better-tasting cigarette.
;
...and that’s the kind you get in every
Chesterfield package.
Down South in the tobacco country, where

they grow and know tobacco—in most places
Chesterfield is the largest-selling cigarette.
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A bale of aromatic Chesterfield Turkish tobacco.

Mild ripe home-grown
tobaccos used in Chesterfield Cigarettes.
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